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Society after my work of the day was over. And
that evening my first question was, almost before
I entered the room, "Has the new Swami
come?" A few of the members were there.
Some were busy with Society work, others were
talking together.

Adjoining the parlour was another room. It
was kept dark except on evenings when there
was a meeting. "Yes," was the reply, "the
Swami has come, he is in the other room." I
peeped in and there in the dark I saw the Swami
alone, meditating. I thought this rather extra-
ordinary. But not wishing to disturb him I
withdrew into the parlour and joined my fellow
students.   Some had dropped in just for a
moment and were leaving again. Only three of
us remained. The two who stayed with me had
met the Swami earlier in the evening. At last
the Swami emerged from the darkness and
joined us.

In appearance Swami Turiyananda was quite
a contrast to Swami Abhedananda. He was of
shorter stature and his features were less classical.
But his manner was winning. His face was
bright and open, as we find it in youths. He
was probably a few years older than Swami
Abhedananda. The latter also looked young
for his years. He looked like a young, dashing
college graduate. Swami Turiyananda's face
was like that of a happy, intelligent, thoughtful
youth; at times very much so. In fact, as later
I observed, his expression of face was subject to